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time flying, I tried to get as much rest as I could. A
D.H.ga had arrived from Amman with the new mag-
neto, and by about 9.0 a.m. we ran up, and the engine,
though a little rough, seemed reasonable enough to go
on with.

I took off and saw Barkley was stuck on the aerodrome,
presumably with tyre trouble. I waited and flew round
for some time, and then pushed on, as I had the Mail.
It was already quite warm and I had to go full out to
get over the Jebel Mugher, I soon picked up the track.
At this point I always expect to take longer to reach
the thin white thread drawn across the undulating hills
than I actually do. One seems to find it almost under-
neath one, unexpectedly. I followed the white thread,
like a piece of silk, drawn across the long slope down
to Kasr Kharana, passed the old Roman fort, little think-
ing how familiar I should become with it. I passed
on and the Pools of Azrak and the "Plain of Sorrows"
came in sight.

There were tremendous up and down dunts, and I
was ballooning up and down as much as 500 to 1,000
feet at a time, in the hot disturbed air. The engines
had been full out, with the heavy load, and I was just
beginning to think of easing them down, with the grey
"Land of Conjecture** tilted up on the eastern horizon,
when a terrible vibration shook "Valkyrie" from stem
to stern. It took me some moments to appreciate what
had happened, and I heard vaguely and confusedly a
series of whirrings and harsh hangings* Then I shook
myself up and the realization came to me that my port
engine was a hopeless wreck 1 It was on the far side
from where I was sitting, so I could not see it without
considerably stretching up. Whether I divined it or